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< " I ought to sleep the clock round in order to get all
the rest I need. We'd better have breakfast. I've got
bread and a knife in my saddlebags ; you get them, and I'll
go and water the horses."
t He rose, took off his greatcoat, and wriggled his^shoulders.
The sun was scorching now. A wind rustled the leaves of
the trees, and through their rustling the singing chatter of
the stream was no longer audible.
He went down to the water, made a little dam of stones
and twigs, then with his sabre, dug up earth and packed it
into the openings between the stones. When the water
gathered behind his dam he led the horses down and let
them drink, then removed their bits and turned them loose
to giaze again.
At breakfast Aksinia said .
" Where shall we be going from here ? "
t    " To Morozovsky.  We'll ride as far as Platov, and then
we'll go on on foot."
<f How about the horses ? "
" We'll leave them somewhere."
** That's a pity, Gregor. They're such good horses; you
simply couldn't get tired of looking at that grey. And
we've got to leave him behind ? Where did you get hold
of him? "
" Get hold of him ..." Gregor smiled cheerlessly. " I
looted him from an Ukrainian."
After a brief silence he said:
" Pity or not, we've got to leave them behind. It's not
for us to trade in horses."
<f But what are you riding with a rifle for ? ^hat good
is it to you ? God grant nobody sees it, for it'll T>ring woe
upon us."
" Who's going to see us at night ? I kept it just in case,
I feel lost without it. When we leave the horses I'll leave
the rifle behind too. It won't be needed after that."
After breakfast they lay down on his greatcoat. He
vainly fought against his sleepiness, while Aksinia, resting
on one elbow, told him the life she had lived without him^
and ho;w much she had suffered during the past lilonths.
He heard her level voice through his invincible doze, and
had no strength to open his heavy eyelids. At times he
completely ceased to hear her. Her voice receded into the